and beautiful *   It says a thousand things for a thousand
moods and then leaves a thousand more unsaid*
Or again take the lines:
La beaute n'est que vent, la beaute n'est pas bien;
Les beaute^ en un jour s}en vont comme Its roses.
No sentiment is older than this, and few have been
oftener expressed by the poets*   Yet every time that
the brevity of what we mortals have is perfectly
expressed it seems as though death in the very act of
triumph has his answer
' Beauty is mortal, beauty hath an ending
Beauty and love -alone need no to-morrow ' *
So with no waste of words, but each one ringing the
dull, tongueless bell of fear, we are once more pre-
sented with man's victory over his own doom*
Or shall we not admit that the sonnet beginning
Je ne veux comparer tes beaute^ a la lune
is so much the peer of Shakespeare's
' Shall I compare thee to a summer's day ?'
that it seems almost impossible that one should not
have seen the other's work? It was indeed, in trans-
lating, so difficult to avoid an echo of Shakespeare
that I deliberately turned the line round* But Ron-
sard's has precisely the same singing value as the
English poet's, and there is nothing to choose
between the two sonnets.
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